Fuck it, | love you 


Author: BlackCat915 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich 


Relationships: James Hetfield/Lars Ulrich 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Feb 13 2022 10:53:08 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
Hello everyone! This is my first time ever writing, let alone publishing a fanfic. English is my second language, 


so I'll gladny accept every nice suggestions! 


Also, the title comes from a Lana Del Rey song. 


lf you don't apologize to Kirk, you're out of the band” 


James’ brow furrows. He stares at Lars with unsure expression. His band mate is standing in the door frame 
of his hotel room, arms crossed on his chest, eyes nearly burning with rage. His hair tied in a low, messy 
ponytail, white leather jacked dirty. And if you stopped paying attention to the unapologetic anger in his pupils 
and shifted your gaze lower, you could see the bags under his eyes. Under the obvious rage, he was just tired. 


„Lars, wha-" He starts slowly, confused, but Lars is already on warpath, having never been a good listener. 
Especially when pissed off. 


„Look, | get that you were raised religious. | get that your parents were fucked up, and they put a lot of 
bullshit in your head. | undertand they made you believe in torture in hell, or whatever. But you're a fucking 
adult now. Get your fucking shit together, Jesus, James," he stops rambling for a moment, closes his eses, 
opens them again, then takes a big breath - All while James keeps his eyes on him - then finalny opens his 
mouth and says „l| cant and wont work with a homophobe." he stares at the floor, the ugly carpet visibly 
interesting in that moment. ,Let alone be friends with one." The Dane finally lifts his gaze, and looks James dead 
in the eyes. He is looking for an explanation, an apology, anything. 


Yet James is still confused. He starts with a quiet huff. He looks a little hurt, when Lars mentions their 
friendship. 


„Lars, what are you talking about, | don't hate gay people, you kno-s 
He interrupts James again. 


„Don't you fucking dare lie to me. | heard, you hear me? He asks with piercing, high voice. He doesn't wait for 
the answer though, only wanting James’ attention „| heard you calling him a faggot" He shifts on his heel, still 


pacing around the room. „For what, James? Because he has put a little makeup on his eyes? Even if he was 


gay =n 


This time James interrupts. He gets up from the bed in a sharp, quick move. His big frame in front of Lars 
now. „Let me finish my fucking sentence. | have nothing against gays, | didn't really mean that. | was drunk and 


angry at him, and besides-ų 


„This doesn't excuse shit." Lars states, takes a step back when James tries to come closer to him. You're a 
fucking asshole to him all the time. You treat him like dirt, dismiss his ideas, say those hurtful comments 
about his makeup, clothes, fuck, even the way he talks and moves. Especially when he is hanging out with me." 


At this, James scoffs and rolls his eyes. He doesn't say anything, thought. Has he been a little annoyed with his 
guitarist lately? Yeah, as he thinks about this, yes. He still wonders why it is such a big deal, since when does 


Lars care about Kirk so much? 


He asks this question out loud quicker than he realises, then cringes at himself a little. Why does he care? The 


drummer rolls his eyes, then, way more dramatic than James did. 


„Because that is what friends do, James." His tone light, casual „They look out for each other, they care when 
something bad happens. Just because you hate every little bit of affection, doesn't mean |-. 


„ls this why you drape yourself all over him? You want affection? That is why you fucking kiss him?" Lars’ 
eyes go wider, and he takes a step back. He wants to say something, surprised, but the singer isn't done yet 
„Yeah, | saw you two making out at that party. | wanted to have a drink with you, but apparently you were too 
fucking busy" His voice goes louder, a sarcastic note in the second half of a sentence. Now they are both 


angry and confrontation seems impossible to avoid. 


„Maybe that is why. Maybe | just like hugging him. Or maybe we're fucking each other ." James hates when 
Lars uses that tone. The witty, sharp tone that can be heard in his voice when he flirts with a cheeky groupie 
backstage or answears a personal question in a funny way during an interview. The teasing, annoying Lars that 
knows how to push everyone's buttons. Especially James’. „ Which you shouldn't mind, if you really aren't 
homophobic." He flashes his singer a smile, a big one with teeth, which could be easily mistaken for a warm, 


friendly grin if it wasn't for the sarcams in Lars's voice. He thinks he has won. 


But he really hasn't. James isn't one to back down, Lars knows that. He expects screaming, he is ready to 
start a yelling match, he begins to think about other arguments and insults he can use, and then- 


ts not why | dislike you two hanging out this much. And it's not why | was a little - he emphasises that 
word - annoyed with Kirk" His voice is quiet, he stares at the floor, his posture hunched. He looks smaller than 
he is, almost scared and delicate. Lars senses that something is off, that this isn't their regular, dumb 
argument. He came here ready to be mad at James, perfectly sure that his religious upbringing has taken its 
tool on him, causing his blond band mate to feel uncomfortable with his closeness with Kirk But now, he's 
confused and unsure. He looks James deep in the eyes - the blue irises remid him of Califronia sky - and tries 


to see an answer in them. He still can't figure out what James’ deal is, so he has to ask- 


» Then why, James?" His voice soft, nearly pleading. The drummer suddenly lost all his desire for a fight. Now 


he just wanted to understand what was going on. 


James' gaze drops to the floor again. He looks more like a teenage boy Lars remembers from ten years ago, 
than the metal god he became lately. A part of the drummer wants to hug him, squeeze him the hardest he 
can and assure him that everything will be alright, that he is safe here. He nearly outstreches a hand to put 
it on James' shoulder, but pulls it back, when a little voice in his head reminds him - James doesn't like 
affection 


»Well?" He says instead, it comes out way more annoyed and harsh that he intended. He knows, somewhere 
deep inside, that pushing James, telling him to hurry up, would not help. But he's just so curious and confused, 
he can't stand not knowing what is going on in his friend's mind. 


James takes a deep breath through his nose. He lifts his gaze to the ceiling, then drops it to the floor, then 
he finally looks at Lars. His bandmate, his bussiness partner, his best friend, and fuck.. What he is about to 
say will change everything, forever. But he started it, and there is no other way to go now. 


„Lars, | am like this, because-" His voice is so quiet, it's nearly a whisper, and Lars instictively leans closer to 
him, he can feel James' breath, his smell - cheap colonge, leather and vodka - hits his nose. They have known 
each other for so long, he finds it weirdly comforting. Sometimes, when the tour or the writing gets hard, 
James just smells like home to him. „because l'm jelous" He finally finishes the sentence in one breath, and 


shifts back his face, like he expects Lars to hit him. He's standing in the corner of the room, leaning there. 


Lars is fucking astonished. He cocks his head a little to the right - something that he does when he gets 
focused, or when he wants go understand something better. Understanding would be fucking useful now, 


because for the love of God, he cannot grasp any of this. velous of what? 


He asks James that, and he looks thrown off. Don't you get it? Aren't you smart? He finally opens his mouth, 
his tone still low „Of you." He looks Lars in the eyes, begging him silently that he will realise now and that he 
won't have to explain any further. The whole situation seems unbereably awkward to him and for this very 
moment, he wishes he hand't pushed the conversation in that direction. Please, fucking get the hint 


Unfortunately for James, Lars' face still has that same, confused look. „Of me.." He repeats, slowly, like he is 
trying to remebrer the meaning of these words. But this isn't his English failing him. „Why? You can always 
join us, when we hang out. Fuck, | can even kiss you on the cheek sometimes, too, if you want." He offers with 
a laugh, suddenly sure that this whole thing is just a stupid misunderstanding, that he payed too much 
attention to one friend and the other feels left out, that this is all solved now. 


But James doesn't laugh, doesn't even smile, just huffs in frustration, then puts his face in his hands. For a 
second, Lars fears he is going to start crying. But he doesn't. He lifts his head, straightens his posture, looks 


his drummer deep in the eyes and in a deep, low voice, finally says 


„No, Lars". He closes his mouth for a moment, just to open it again and add - „The point is." Hhe drags a 


little, but his voice stays calm. «| love you" 


Lars's pupils go wide. His brow furrows. It suddenly hurts to speak, he feels like his tongue is burning in his 
mouth. James looks at him with pleading eyes. Please, say something, they seem to beg. Lars decides to comply 
and, with cold, unemotional and quiet voice, finally begins. „If you're joking, you have 5 seconds to back off. Or | 
will never talk to you again" His eyes seem to pierce his bandmate, if looks could kill, James would be a dead 


man in a second. 


“No, no". James seems to trip over his words, he rarely speaks so fast, so chaotic. „Lars, | promise you, I'm 
not joking. l- I-1 He stutters, wonders for a moment, then decides to be completely honest. ,, | have a crush 
on you. I've had it for years, now, but only recetly let myself accept it. You know, fuck, you were talking about 
it earlier, that | come from a horrible, homophobic family. It's very hard for me to admit to myself, that, yes, 
| indeed fell in love with a man. And not just any man. With you. My best friend, my bandmate." He comes 
closer to Lars, puts his hand on the other man's elbow. „For fucking years | was comparing all my girlfriends 
to you, wishing they were you, staring at you at the stage . And when | saw you make out with Kirk." He 
sighed, head lolling down, like this was the hardest thing to say. „| got jelous and angry, because | have always 
wished it was me." He finally finishes his monologue, and even though he doesn't remeber ever being so scared, 


he holds Lars' gaze. He stares at his green eyes, always so full of energy, always so sparkly. 


And then Lars kisses him. Arms thrown at his neck, fingers start to tangle in long, blond locks, his tender lips 
on James' chapped ones. The kiss is is soft and achingly sweet, at first, but then he grows bolder and swipes 
his tongue, asking for James to open his mouth. He does, and because he's feeling brave, he puts his hands - 


that he kept hanging akwardly alonside his body until this moment - on Lars' hips. He seems to enjoy that, 


because he nuzzles into the touch. He has to climb to his toes, because James is so much taller than him. 
They break the kiss, only to breath, but James has to ask. 


„Lars..?" He starts shyly, praying that he doesn't have to finish the question Now, he is the confused one. 
Does Lars just make out with all of his friends, who are not considered foo straight for that? Did he just do it 
to mess with him? Or maybe, just maybe = 


»Jamie." Lars answers, using a nickname that the singer has always hated. Always, until Lars said it with his 
melodic, accented voice. „My Jamie." He flicks his gaze and caresses James’ face with the back of his palm. „l 
love you too, idiot. But | have always thought that you were as straight as possible, and because of that, I've 
never said anything. | forced myself to accept that you're just not for me, and that friendship is all | am ever 
going to get." He exhales, his voice shakes a little, but he continues. „| have not expected this, fuck, man" He 
giggles and lets his palm slide a to James’ neck. 


The singer swallows, his adam's apple bobs, his eyes seem to just shine with emotion. He tries to say 
something, but fails, and just pulls Lars into another kiss instead. 


